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INTRODUCTION 


In the Burning Sun Seshendra Sarnia’ s intensely 
felt ideas burst into poetry. It is his most mature 
poetic achievement. He has emerged in these 
poems as the chosen voice of his people. When we 
surmise the behaviours ofcultures and civilizations 
in history there is a great evidence of a people or 
a country knowingly or unknowingly engaged in 
an inward search for a voice that would repre- 
sent the age. I quote from Seshendra Sarma’s 
esssay on ‘the poetry of Indianity’ : 

“We in this country have really reached 
in our generation, the point when we 
are floundering in our way, waiting fora 
vision and a concept to lend a specific dir- 
ection to our journey ” 

and again^he says : 

'The forces of a great culture keep mar- 
shalling themselves together and march to- 
wards a direction gathering more and more 
momentum along centuries of develope- 
ment, until they crystalise into an identi- 
fiable concept' 

‘Burning Sun’, in the context of Seshendra Sar- 
nia’s whole thought contains some very poignant 
poems which have a strength and a massive pur- 
f>osefulness,*a cogency.^and his symbols have a 


momentum. He does not give ordinary insight 
but an artistic expression to convey the sensibility 
of his age with the complete honesty as a poet; 
symbols like ‘sun*, ‘men*, ‘horizon’, ‘road’, 
‘fields’, ‘valleys’, ‘sweat’, ‘labour’, ‘blood’, have 
acquired new meanings. The everyday words have 
a special significance a new expression, these are 
the new images of man that flow down the stream 
of the new consciousness adding a new dimension 
to the already existing world of thought. The best 
part of this collection are the poems that affirm 
the grandeur of the modern man, his awareness to 
the world around him. The common experience is- 
shared and transformed into poetry investing it 
with the fervour of a new time. 

His themes are new, fresh and freed from the 
mundane; in his poems his heart beats as loud as- 
the hammer, his body wakes like a plough runn- 
ing through the earth breaking a way ahead and. 
the content has a liberating voice filled with a 
music which is not to be found in common speech. 
These are perhaps the best poems from the pen of 
any Telugu writer, in the past or in the ^present. 
His poetic strength comes nearest to Aime Ceasa- 
ire. He has found that verse which makes you 
feel the vibration of the man’s commitment. His 
delicacy of vision, fhe texture and movement of 
language are unequalled in Telugu. It is comm- 
only said that after D. B. G. Tilak Telugu can 
boast of only one poet and that is Seshendra- 
Sarma; but Seshendra Sarma belongs to a wider 
canvas and has more dynamism and poetic vision 
in his works. He can be compared favourably 
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with any outstanding modern poets of the West 
and perhaps he can be ranked with the pro- 
gressive Urdu writers like Faiz Ahmad Fai z 
Ali Sardar Jafri etc. 

Seshendra Sarma’s intellectual equipment, his 
susceptibility of culture and civilisation, his sense 
of history and his cultivated taste in aesthetics 
leave me convinced of his power to represent 
the spirit of India and Indianity; he says himselfi 
‘'The culture that grew up on the soil of 
India and spread around , over a long dura- 
tion cf time, had curiously many crystalis- 
ing stages in its history due to its uncomm- 
only long duration. Generations pass under 
a culture reaching a point sometime when 
the perspective is blurred and people go 
floundering their way until at last a vision- 
ary rises and regroups the dissipated 
forces and composes an integrate picture’, 
again the influence of culture revives and 
thus goes on the journey of man. This is 
the repeatedly made harvest on the soil of 
hist&ry, each age resurrecting and revisua- 
lising the peaks of human spirits from the 

debris of human mass * 

(Essay on Poetry of Indianity ) 

At this stage of history the world is torn bet- 
ween different ideologies all of which have lost 
their convincing power and no longer serve any 
purpose for the bewildered humanity Tt is evident 
that there is a crying need for changing our modes 
of thinking and it is here that this poet with his- 
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native intellect has a purpose to serve. People 
have been fighting with words and weapons to 
establish an attitude that is not necessarily prac- 
tical to a country and its people; sometimes th«y 
have blindly followed a road which led them no 
where. An ideology has to spring from the soil, 
it is conditioned by the circumstances of the indi- 
viduals placed in a special situation and circum- 
stances. Every ideology cannot .fit the people like 
a crown. The solution to the modern world is 
neither exclusively in Marxism nor exclusively in 
Oandhism; it is in something which is an integra- 
tion of the two ideologies. That perhaps is what 
the world is adjusting to accept today. It is the 
light of this thinking which illuminates the poet’s 
mind. 

6 The search is an expanding force of the 
human spirit. It is the manifestation of 
search that is experienced in human life as 
culture. The shifting of the process of 
search from one level to another along the 
scale of human consciousness is the mani- 
festation of culture in varying degrees m in 
the human society. For instance when 
search operates on the key of the conscious 
level, a group of people experience the flow- 
ering of culture at its zenith and when it 
passes to the sub-conscious level,it suffers a 
period of semi-eclipse and when it falls in 
to the limbo of the unconscious , there is 
total fade out of the culture. Culture takes 
a few generations to witness or experience 
the whole range of its vicissitudes .* 

{Essay on Poetry of In dianity) 
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One look at Indian History and we are aarew 
that India has passed through these phases many 
times : he says 

*Jt is in these periods of expansion that 
India forged links of common bonds of a 
universal culture among different peoples of 
the world and brought out the truth of one- 
ness of mankind f 

The 38 poems in this volume ‘Burning Sun’ are 
the drops of fire that his emotional sky has been 
dropping into his consciousness. In Seshendra 
Sarma the cultivation of the art of expression has 
been building up in a refined intellectual excercise 
to approximate itself or to catch the nuances 
of the liquid tongue of the modern man. When the 
boiling point of consciousness reached the boiling 
point of expression these drops of fire began to 
articulate on the horizons of his language. 

‘i and my pillow 
dream 

many dreams in the night 

i and my pen 

divide them by day 

even though my feet are in chains 

my dreams wander over the hills' 

(One Star) 

"*when i sit to sculpture 
my own world out of one dream 
•the sea threatens ’ 

(One Star) 
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These poems are roads that flow from the 
poet’s heart, his thinking and from his emotional 
world to the grass roots of his India. Because 
even to this day his India is a village world, his 
India is still strewn over with bullock carts and in 
his India man still bears the plough in the fields- 

‘farmer bears the plough here 
like Jesus bore the cross ’ 

Despite the great strides the modern world has 
taken in this century the poet’s India still exudes 
the fragrance of nativity. The social and econo- 
mic problems of the Indian cannot be equated 
with anybody elses. The Indian lives in a so- 
called free country yet chained to poverty and. 
age old curses. 

‘i set in pain 

and rise in happiness 

i am the human sun’ 

(The Human Sun) 

Seshendra Sarma’s poems celebrate man, labour- 
and sweat as the key to all civilizations. 

‘i am the drop of sweat, i am the sun 
rising from the hills of human sinews 
even though in my fist i hold 
an ocean of history 
i sculptured man silently’ 

(The Burning Sun) 

What does freedom mean to a country when 
the people are devoid of their basic necessities. 
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where famine and drought are frequent visitor^ 
where man dreams on half fed or unfed stomachs. 

‘sunshine is hanging from the ceiling 

of the skies 

like strips of red flesh 

i am a cruel carnivorous being* 

(Hunger) 

Even though machinisation is the answer to- 
these needs of man, those dreams are still dreams 
for India. 

‘i come out of sleep and return into dream 
i am that pain which cannot see the world’ 

‘the dreams tbat'i dream in the night 
are bridges that i build over days’ 

(Me) 

Daylight hurts him and unfolds the miseries of 
the people. And here in this poem there is a- 
fascinating intellectual play 

‘to^junish the chattering flowers 
i flung my silence over them; 
before him who sculptures life 
out of earth, 

before him who bends lines 
out of space, 
forms kneel- 

the sky imprisoned in the zero 
dreams of straight line 
bathing in the colours of 
sunrises and sunsets’ 

(Bunches Of Fruit) 
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In the poem ‘boats’ he says man makes boats 
with dreams with paper, with nights, with silences 
and with the murmuring sighs, then 

‘throws his life on the boats 
as sail’ 

(Boats) 

There is a revolutionary passion and irony in 
the poem ‘The Native Place of The Sun’, this 
poem is as important as ‘Burning Sun,*, ‘Roads’, 
‘Horizon’, ‘Failing Leaves’, ‘Eucalyptus Forest’, 
‘Shipwreck* because these have a thinking con- 
tent, the thinking is both progressive and poetic. 

‘in the countries of my words 

where the sun does not set 

there are only days 

in which the gods 

wearing crowns of sweat 

take sun baths 

there are no starry forests 

where darkness reigns 

my eyes when closed are sleeping apples 

when opened my eyeballs are golden corn 

swinging on sheafs 


from the smoke of my wars rise the faces 
of poems 

frightened by the roar of my voice the poets 
that hang to the pegs of time 
:fly away like crows; 
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if i lift, my hand is a burning flame 

if i drop, it is the evening from Which 

a thousand rays hang 

my body is the eternal fire 

it is the native village of the sun* 

(The Native Place of The Sun) 

Seshendra Sarma’s images and metaphors have 
a physical and often a double toned resonance of 
reality and nearness. His poems have a way of 
reaching the audience directly because there is no 
obscurity either in the language or imagery. 
Word construction, the nuance of thought and 
the shades of thinking are expressed lucidly and 
with great felicity. His sensuous poems are very 
moving and sensitive. 

‘skies outside are calling, come let us go- 
let us run in the eucalyptus forests 
which have grown tall as the 
steeples of churches 

..a 

we met once beneath these trees 

that ruminate by night 

loving memories of the sun 

gathered by day; 

here beneath these stars 

that join the tired human race 


come, let us run in those forests 

collecting messages 

left on the autumn leaves 
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for man 
by the sun’ 

(Eucalyptus Forest) 

-And in the Falling Leaves, he says : 

*To toast this age 

one evening i lifted my glass 

and saw in the wine shadows of falling leaves’ 

What is true for the West is not quite true for 
India; what is acceptable to the West is not impl- 
icitly acceptable to this continent for the simple 
reason that a people, a race, a culture, a civiliza- 
tion has its own roots and gives or grows its own 
flowers. Likewise the shades of thinking and 
expression take a different colour in every 
country. 

In this country after Independence a great task 
fell on the shoulders of every thinking individual; 
it was to establish the fearless self of man on the 
horizons of our reborn nation, make a fisrious 
effort at rebuilding a broken country and pour 
into the new generation a consciousness of time 
and history. 

‘donot alight on my heart like flies 
from the rubbish 

donot bite as rats bite bread, rise like swords 
from flames of sufferings 

write on the walls of universal space the date 
when the flies chased away the falcons 
harken to the burning words 


x 


in the hearts of grain 
lying in the fields that call you 
he wbo bears the plough 
on his shoulder and earns his hunger 
‘also earns the right to appease his hunger 
if the sorrow of the crops 
that rose this year is not appeased, 
in the coming year 
only fists bearing sickles 
will grow in the fields, 
i have become your road 
which dreams for your marching footsteps’ 

(Flies) 

The poem called ‘Motherland’ is very expres- 
sive of his nativity, 

‘this is the body 

grown on the milk of your fields 
this is the body which leaves its life 
Iike«an arrow 
for you’ 

The poet’s eyes disclose his restlesness and 
longing for the rise of the fearless self of man 
from the depths of slavery inflicted by history on 
his people with a thousand hands. It is not 
enough to unshackle the political feet of the 
country; the economic yoke has also to be lifted 
and the mind released from the cages of fear and 
slavishness. This agony we hear in his poem 
‘Lost Face’ where he digs deep in the very con- 
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science of naan and discovers his fearless self 
under layers of centuries of darkness. 

‘i was digging for a secret 
in a narrow lane of my conscience 
under the layers of many many nights 
appeared the lost face of man' 

(The Lost Face) 

And as he measures distances of life with his 
contemplative mind, he says, 

‘there maybe many stones 
yet there is only one stone 
that measures distances 
there maybe many birds 
yet there is only one bird 
which takes over the loneliness 
of the stone’ 

(Only One) 

His feelings against the injustice meted out to- 
him by his contemporaries find poignant* expres- 
sion in the following lines, 

‘sitting on the pavement eating dreams front 
the eyes like ice cream with spoons, measuring 
my life with dark evenings-i distributed my 
wealth once with metres now i scatter with- 
handfuls my future 

i washed my heart in tears and dried it over 
poetry and walked past wearing people on my 
body like shawls 
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this country is a graveyard of my genius — 
however fast you walk the distance is always 
the same* 

(Flowers & Silences) 

The topography of his canvas is India from 
which he sees the world and his thrills and 
excitements are felt through the pulse of his fields, 
his millions and millions of tiny villages in which 
the soul of his India slumbers. 

‘look at the rising flames in the East 


we snatch from the walls 
our guns of desire 

we flow like sun in the hills and valleys’ 
(Calling Roads) 

Sun for this poet is a vibrating symbol of 
progress; in his repeated rise he brings the bright 
future to naan’s doorstep, reduces the distance 
between the present and the future. 

*sun in the trees, sun in the clouds 
sun in the waters, sun in the inner sky 
sun in the outer sky 
sun rises in my finger nails 


sun grows in every fibre of the tree 

and the tree bears a sun 
in its womb’ 

(Sun The Father) 

• • * 

Xlll 


Here is a poem of great intensity and experience 
“where the horizon descends into the inner self of 
man with the sky as parachute and then what 
happens, 

‘folding the sky horizon descended 
into me vertically 

in me the forests, rivers, mountains, villages 
and towns became straight lines, curves, trian- 
gles, circles and run into a pulsating drop 

rivers turn back and flow into the hills, the 
hills go into their caves 

men are merging into the trees, trees are 
merging into flowers, flowers into fruits* fruits 
into seeds, seeds into the earth and earth into 
the skies; the sky merges into the horizon 

the horizon unfolds the sky and flies out of me 
(Horizon) 

The poet’s imagination is stretched between the 
emotional and intellectual process of his persona- 
lity. His internal world is alive and behyad all 
his poems there is a vision and the conception of 
the universe and man’s place in it. His poetry 
has a very suggestive edge, like flowing contours 
which the plasma of his mind suddenly leaves off 
into the atmosphere, his images float on in the 
reader’s mind. There is a aubterrainian insur- 
gent pulse, his kind of craft is a great contribution 
to a new kind of poetry. Even in translation one 
experiences the newness of his ideas, his language 
and his themes. Sesbendra Sanaa is characteri- 
stically beyond the barriers of provincialism, 
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therefore the content of his poems are of a uni- 
versal nature- This goes to prove that man 
situated anywhere on this globe can share with 
him the fruits of his thinking, unlike in the case of 
poets who cling to the borders of mere language. 
The translations by the poet are very ably handl- 
ed and at times read as originals. Perhaps poets 
like Seshendra Sarma have something to impart 
to the Indo-Angtican writers of today ! 

Poetry needs a skill finer than the skill of mere 
craftsmanship, skilled verse also needs plasma, 
flesh and contours. Good verse must flow like a 
ring returning on its own rhythm like a tune per- 
fected on experience, on collected moments, on a 
resonance of feeling. Even in the most modern 
verse there is a lyrical bondage with the intellect. 
In Seshendra Sarma’s poetiy there is a consummate 
interplay of the self and the simmering humanity; 
its finality and perfection are conveyed in exqui- 
site form. His word constructions lift the images 
from the earth like living people not dead 
metajfhors or images. His lines are like the 
strands of sunrays flying, quivering, sprinkling, 
spreading, interweaving into the web of life and 
flowing off. Here the Sun vibrates in the poems 
of his inn-r world, in the very cell of his blood; 
signifying the vitality and vigour of an intellectual 
r ace; 

* This wider consciousness is symptomatic 
of a deeper spirit which flows in the intri- 
cate arteries of Poetry in India.* 

(‘ Essay on ‘ Poetry of Indianity ' ) 
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At the heart of his poem* there is an inviolable 
voice of the untamed spirit of man surging forever 
to contend against the brute forces; he says 

Indianity or Africanity or Europeanity, 
they are all in the ultimate analysis the 
universal hunger of human spirit. As for the 
skin under which the spirit hungers , it is the 
paper on which the sun, the great painter 
weilds his rays like brush. And as the 
mother earth bends and tilts herself in her 
axiel rotation, so we, her children, fall into 
the different divisions of colour, the white, 
the brown , the yellow, the dark and so on 
But we are all building in this century the 
tower of Babel left unfinished by our fore- 
fathers and let us hope that this time the 
mischief of languages will fail on us, the 
determined sons of the modern age .’ 

Seshendra Sarma was born on 20th October, 
1927, graduated from The Andhra University, 
with Physics and Chemistry.did his Law ffom the 
Madras University. He is an eminent Critic 
with many works to his credit. A scholar of 
Sanskrit well versed with Vedic and post Vedic 
Literatures and Indian Poetics, all of which lend 
him a vigorous scent of nativity. His involvement 
with the poetry of several countries in the world 
together with their histories and cultures, his 
versatality in Science, Politics and Economics are 
of great significance in assessing the calibre of this 
poet’s mind and out-look of life. He combines 
in himself both the East and West in his mental* 
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make up which gives fullness and perfection to 
his thinking as is evidenced in his poetic Works 
like ‘Ritu Ghosh’, ‘Pakshulu’, ‘Sesha Jyotsana’, 
-and even in his Note Book ‘Rakta Rekha’. He 
has written Plays and Short Stories. There is a 
scent of earth and sky in his language which per- 
vades the pages of his creative works. 

This book ‘Burning Sun’ is a contribution to 
modern Telugu Literature, and will undoubtedly 
leave its imprints on the wider canvas of Indian 
Literature. 


Indira Devi Dhanrajgir 


Gyan Bagh Palace 
Hyderabad-5000 1 2. 
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The Burning Sun 


I am the drop of sweat, I am the sun 
rising from the hills of human sinews* 
hearts are my friends 
I live in the city of sufferings 
although in my fist I hold an ocean 
of history, 

I sculptured man silently — 

wings that carried the birds 
did not bring them back 
I am drinking thick darkness 
in the haunts of those foretsts 
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which cry out in agony for the birds 
that did not return; 

clutching at the garment woven of memories 
i twine myself to the feet of my country;— 

heads that were hanging to the trees 
smile as flowers today in the branches; 
hearts that received the bullets 
ring in the temple of our land like bells; 
blood of their nights squeezed and offered 
by how many to bring forth this day 
they are hanging like icicles 
on the ridges of our roofs; — 
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look, it is an iron fist i have 
i shall excavate the flame of light 
from rocks of time 

i will set fire to the sleep of resisting centuries— 
to the rivers that run in passion after the sea 
I cry halt, command them 
to paint the colourless arid lands in green, 
invite back the smile which fled away 
in terror from this land, 

to the butterfly trudging hungrily for a flower 
i shall give a garden— 
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come, children, eat 

bits of night mixing it an the moonlight; 

i shall not allow the sun to cheat this sacred day;. 

if he wakes not on the horizon of this land 

i shall tear my burning heart 

and put it in his place, 

with the scarlet of my living flesh 

illuminate this earth. 
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Me 


i come out of sleep 

only to return into dream 

i am that pain which cannot see the world 

the dreams that i dream in the night 
are bridges that i build over the days 
i am that note which could not become a song 

my language filled itself with pain 
i am that range of mountains 
which has inflicted silence 
on its lips 
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I am that last night 

whose stars, breaking their 

slavery to darkness, 

become my sentences 

run and merge themselves with the sun 

each day i rise 
on the peaks 

of horizons of the morning 

i am that circle of song 

which scatters scarlet light all around 
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The Native place of the Sort 

in the countries of my words 

where the sun 

does not set, 

there are only da>s 

in which the gods 

wearing crowns of sweat 

take sun baths 

there are no starry forests 

in which darkness reigns 

my eyes, when closed are sleeping apples* 

when open, my eyeballs are golden corn 

swinging on sheafs; 
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even my snore disturbs 

the sleep of the universe — 

from the smoke of my wars rise the faces 

of poeips, 

frightened by the roar of my voice 
poets that hang to the pegs of time 
fly away like crows : 

when i walk, my steps are like the thunder-bolts 

that gallop in the clouds; 

if i lift, my hand is a burning flame; 

if i drop, it is the evening 

from which a thousand rays hang; 
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my body is the eternal fire, 

it is the native village of the sun — 

in the light that i spread 

questions leave to you highways 

tread by mid-noons, 

and run searching 

for worlds of darkness — 

this sun which ascends the horizon 

every day 

if i wish 

i can get him to ascend my finger 
as a ring 
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Falling Leaves 


To toast this age 

one evening i lifted my glass 

and saw in the wine shadows of falling leaves 

hopes fading every minute as stars by dawn — 

this age has filled in the living breath sighs; 
world, a hemlock thrust into our hands, 
where 

the sun wastes his light 

on the sand dunes of this land — 
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a desert this 

in which the stream 

of humanity lost its way; 

my nation is engaged in a nude dance 

having shed the clothes 

of civilisation; 

Passion rises in the blaring orchestra 
of revenous desires 

while questions parade the highroads of life- 
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when will the sun rise again 
on this terrible scene of debris 
with emerald gifts to distribute 
to the colonies of nude trees, 

O friend lift the glass 

why spread the tear like a sea on the evening 
take a sip of hope and look for the rising sun 
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Only One 

there may be many stones, 
yet there is only one stone 
which measures distances 

there may be many birds, 

yet there is only one bird 
which takes over the loneliness of the stone 
and meets the horizon with his eyes 

there maj be many horizons, 

yet there is only one horizon 
which speaks to your eyes 
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there may be many words, 

yet there is only one word 
which tells you nothing is lost, 
nothing is gained in this confluence 
of light and shade 

^fter a whole life wears out the last particle 
that remains as my existence, 
is only one memory 
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Silences 

chased away by the human bazars 
silence fleet into the hills, 

time flows like water slipping 
out of the fingers, 
seasons like spiders weave 
lines in the valleys of the eyes 
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drop by drop when i sip the silence 

of the hills, i cannot even excuse my own heart 

which pulsates disturbing beats 

i measure the forest with the song of a bird 

or with the meandering stream 

when saffron flames run amuck like a crowd 

of sanyasins in the forest, i embrace 

the bodies of tress and listening to their 

heart beats, I cry loudly. 
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The Horizon 

Folding the sky horizon descended 
into me vertically 

in me the forests, rivers, mountains, villages 
and towns become straight lines, curves, triangles, 
circles and run into a pulsating drop 

rivers turn back and flow into the hills, the hills- 
go into their caves 
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men are merging into the trees, trees are 
merging into flowers, flowers into fruits, fruits 
into seeds, seeds into the earth and earth into the 
skies; the sky merges into the horizon 

the horizon unfolds the sky and flies out of me 
and resting on the sea horizontally, again, keeps 
gazing at the worlds of stars, 

keeps calling me, come, come, come 
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Eucalyptus Forest 

“Skies outside are calling, come let us go- 

let us run in the eaucalyptus forests 

which have grown tall as the steeples of churches 

where red Camalias are dreaming in silences 
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come, let us join those drunkard clouds 

that are jumping intoxicated 

on the hearts of the hills 

let us erase all the wounds of the earth 

turning drops of sweat into pearls of grain 

let us rain love 

why these friends between us ? 
they are like your pearl necklace 
which comes between our lips : 
these so called friends are a lie 
like all things today from which 
time has stolen away 
the gold of truth 
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we met once beneath these trees 

that ruminate by night 

loving memories of the sun 

gathered by day; 

here beneath these stars 

that join the tired human race 

in their eternal march on earth — 


21 


eiSV^ & S \>~3yr v £r> [go&lS 



'^©oScr'eo, ^a3©cCSjp»ex), ©t)ex>, j3 fcew 

^OS’ £"3«S'' 6 r’o^^'gB is-a^ 

S)S5bj_ S5r , £§Ox3-’»^J 



CO 


£> ibotf 

A^r°?5o 


beneath this mimosa 

with dahlias, camalias, lilies, daisies 

with varied flowers gathered from these 

sapphire hills I worshipped you 

beside this jade green branch, 

i painted your feet 

and Picassovian drawings 

using the brush of my thoughts 
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then the surroundings whispered 
to each’other in the language of colours 
rivulets in the bills scribbled inarticulate poems 
on sheets of blue water 
in the shinning script of fishes 

come, let us run in those forests 
collecting messages left on the autumn leaves 
for man 
by the sun 
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Flies 

do not alight on my heart like flies 
from the rubbish 

do not bite as rats bite bread, rise like swords 

from flames of sufferings 

write on the walls of universal space the date 

when the flies chased away the falcons 

harken to the burning words 

in the hearts of grain 

lying in the fields that call you — 

he who bears the plough 

c n his shoulders and earns his hunger, 

also earns the right 

to appease his hunger; 
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if the sorrow of the crops 
that rose this year is not appeased, 
in the coming year 
only fists bearing sickles 
will grow in the fields 
1 have become your road 
which dreams for your marching footsteps, 
all of us must walk through the storm, 
a small star cannot make a day, 
we Want a burning sun. 

I shall become your flag and^fly 
in the skies, come, 
let us go 

but donot alight on my heart like flies 
from the rubbish 
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Shipwreck 

A ship sank in the raging storms 

of my conscience 

carrying cargoes of burning suns 

the wreckage reached distant shores 
time gazes at the setting constellations 
yawning like the Pacific sea 
the sky passed a restless night 
disturbed by hurricanes of stars 
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i was searching with flaming eyes 
in the scattered limbs of my verses 
scraps of blue skies 
crammed with ruins of galaxies 
echoes of my own voice attack me 
shouting 

that the colours swallowed by last night 
have not yet risen 
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tbc restless sinews 

are rockiDg with rage like rough seas 
in terror 

nay poem looked at me 
and trembled 
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Bunches of Fruits 

I was eating the sun 
biting mouthfuls of it, 
from corners of my lips 
the juice of red rays 
dropping; 

the gypsy loneliness 

which wanders in the forest haunts 

strayed into my presence... 
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fruits are the cruel beasts 

that hunt time 

eyes are the kites that fly 

in the blue skies 

kisses are echoes 

that stroke my cheek: — 

to punish the chattering flowers 

i flung my silence over them: 

before him who sculptures life 


30 


"S^ex) s5o^ •ST’S s5joo£5j 
Ccn»^*e>D "Sj- o g'8?a^ooo: 

ZSjTS^fS^ 80c©oS3a)g 

tfo/Sb^r 8 d-^ao^a 

•£XX38^"Ssp §^£o 
£e>ex> g'oexr* 

^08 , 


out of earth 

before him who bends lines 
out of space, 
forms kneel— 

the sky imprisoned in the zero 
dreams of the straight line 
bathing in the colours of 
sunrises and sunsets 
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TheHDrop of Son 

Vultures of darkness 
are eating roy eyeballs 
ringing in the ears 
are bells 
of deep silence 
i knelt to pray 
any star 
that rises first 
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at last i tightened my nerves; 
with my own drops of blood 
made festoons of lights: 
now not only the winds 
but even the storms 
can not blow them off. 

The delicate intoxication 
which you enjoy drinking 
the blood of the grape. 
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it is the thirst cf life 
lost by the crushed being 
at your hands 

how long will it be ? 
only until 

in the milk of night 
falls 

4a drop of sun 
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The Spotted £>eers 


Tike a dove 
night alighted 
on my heart 


i wiped away 
a whole— storm-of— pain 
with one smile 
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i went chasing spotted deers 
in the dream 

holding the pen as my stringed bow 

though a tear cheated me 

the moon unfurled 

his white flag on the world 
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Pilgrimage for Peace 

"My soul craves for travel 
a Iona pilgrimage for peace 
far far beyond the borders 
into the lap of hills 
into the womb of forests 
he plunges himself 
into the trains of winds 
hops over caravans of clouds 
to quench his thirst 
for silence 
glimmering 

over the yonder horizon 
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and to escape 

from the grotesque colonies 
of naked trees 
that haunt his dreams 
forever 

he dreams 

for a journey 

into a dream 

where the whole world 

of living beings 

fly 

on wings 
scattering sweet 
syllables in the air 
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where 
even a leaf 
before it falls 
to the ground 
plays around 
sailing 
in a boa t 
of a song, 

where the sun 

comes into the drawing room 
of the sky 

as the hills wake up 
woods wake up 
and the wind wakes up 
to wander about 
like a dreamy nomad. 
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where rows and rows 
of tall trees 

take out long precessions 

of silences 

where 

the marriage of earth and sky 
is solemonised 

in the cathedral of blue hills 
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-where a nameless bird 
merely sitting in the branch 
turns the surroundings 
into a tune, 
where 

red-gum and sandlewood trees 
bathe in puddles of evening 
and arrive 

with drops of red flowers 
hanging 

from tips of leaves. 
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where the moon like a child 
crawls 

over roof of the house 
and 

tempts you to clasp him 

with your hands — 

to the valleys of that dream 

my soul longs to go 

beyond the reach 

of those haunfing naked trees 

this is the pilgrimage to peace 
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The Spine Of My Country 

Dreams are travelling 
in paper boats 
passing ports of Time 
towards the horizons 
of dawn 

pregnant with sun 
waving flags 

on the highways of oceans 
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Singing epics 
of human power 
which turns the silly earth 
into grain and fruit 
spins civilisations 
out of mere smoke 
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they drive into mines 
to return 

as brigades of iron 
rush into woods 
to emerge 
as rising axes 
set aside mountains 
to make their way 

it is not blood 
that flows in their veins 
it is the life breath 
of those 
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-who gave up themselves 
for 

fhe children of tomorrow 

masses of them 
are moving 

to join in the great festival 
of building 

sky— high— column— of-spine 
for the drooping 
country 

the^ are marching 
to stand as muscles 
and 

to become the swarthy hands 
of the nation; 
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as children 
in the cradles 
of whose hearts 
they rocked 

on their pathetic graves 
to drop 

as flowers of homage, 
they are journeying 
with the wind 

dreams are travelling 
in paper boats 


47 


‘St®s5od^ x5o|^5 ot&j £><^ 

^§o=cr°^ 

^ioog'eo /^T 8 ^^ 8 
SjjS&jST-^COJ 

f3§er°o^C£> &r°cs^ 

CO 

es S§)® £b <0^000 - 

c5cjax^£5o o54cO&)oD 

e5o^TT°^ ^o^b^ 8 a.s' os5^<$n»g£^ 
s£ S§)g $£> kt 0 ^ £b 

-o-»jjfoe> gr 0 #© §oss 
jjobbeo s5(^oiS 
55o$tx §^^ooo£ £oospo 
13ooog gtfes^exS'' 6 

The Lost Face 


The crescent 

wept, wept and then waned, 

bricks are sleeping in the walls 
street lamps 

have also begun to yawn 

holding a little star in my hand 
i was digging for a secret 
in a narrow lane of my conscience; 
under the layers of many many nights 
appeared the lost face of man 
emitting a million rays. 
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i said: your orb dissolved 
into my body flows 
as rivers of blood 
in my countless arteries 
and 

does not stop 
even when I sleep, 
come 

ascend the peaks of my horizon 
this world is ours 
let us share 
the same lotus 
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suddenly the star 

from my hand flew away 

into the branches, 

flames from the street lamps 

jumped out onto the streets, 

bricks woke up 

and 

brought down the houses, 
moon jumped out of the sky 
to distribute its light 
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The Galling Roads 

Eook at the rising flames in the East 
scarlet garlands of Aparna Sowers 
are raised 

by the world’s trampled millions, 

we snatch from the walls 

our guns of desire 

we flow like sun 

in the hills and valleys 

look at the rising flames in the East 

waves that surge 

in the blood of the earth 


51 


S ' DsSd^o &jo cSo 

tfjgo s ^ , ~^ 

s5ooo£5jSo 

J5oolS <*ool3e3 ‘ioa° 
s^xrr^o 

*S) &3 ?SsD •& o3 

X5a^£ogc^ ^ex-cr^o 


the roads are calling 
yearning 

for your bleeding foot prints 
urging 

you to go forward 

we march 
flying the flags 
of burning hearts* 
we rend 

darkness as under 
welcome the sun 
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look at the rising flames in the East 
flames 

of dying martyrs 
^or 

^coming generations 
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Sun the Father 

Sun in the trees sun in the clouds 
sun in the waters 
sun in the 
inner sky 

sun in the outer sky 
sun rises in my finger nails 
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trees drink the sun 
with their million leaves 
and 

grow as the children 
of the sun; 

sun grows in every fibre 

of the tree 

and 

the tree bears a sun in its womb 
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child with sleeping flames 
his folded limbs, 
lies there 

in suspended consciousness; 

the womb of the tree 

is the sky of the inner vorld; 

transmutation of sun 

into agni 

the sun 

-of internal sky — 
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sun hides his light 
m the agni; 
when he withdraws 
all colours and departs 
water, trees 
flowers and skies 
lay down their forms 
and surrender to darkness 

man, orphaned by the sun 
helpless before darkness 
prays to agni 
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when the earth turns away 
sun 

deposits his light 
in the clouds; 

the clouds grow like cousins 
of trees in the sky; 
in the cradle of rain drop 
which is liquid sun 
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man 

kicks his tender hands and feet, 

sun the father 

smiles each day 

on the eternal horizons 

of Time 

like a boy- 

to Him 

my childish father 
i pray 
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Flowers and Silences 

The dim darkness - the diffused light-dimness of 
one mixing into the other - imparting more 
length to the long trees that are standing like 
stretched out shadows wearing stars in their 
hair - silence is imparting more depth to the 
darkness - in this advaita where darkness is 
merged into silence my mind wakes up - now 
not only sound but even a ray of light is a violent 
disturbance to the profoundness of peace -in 
such moments that deep truths unveil themselves- 
-now i realise it is not in sound but in silence 
.melody lives - 
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i am born out of flowers and silences - while 
passing, my hand brushed against a flower, i asked 
‘are you bruised ?* - But ‘me or you’ ? smiling the 
flower questioned back-the heart of my pen broke 
and spilt blood-i donot know which paper can 
bear this pen 
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in the gigantic silences of forests which touch the 
blue skies the carpenter bird pecks at the trunks 
of great trees which echo far reaching sounds- 
what can he do among the tiny crotons ? 

i ate days like fruits~now i eat drops of tears like 
grapes-frightened by sun took refuge under sba- 
des-sitting on the pavement eating dreams from 
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eyes like ice cream with spoons measuring my life 
with dark evenings-i distributed my wealth once 
with metres now i scatter with handfuls my 
future letting it fly in all directions — 

i washed my heart in tears and dried it over poe- 
try-walked past wearing people on my body like 
sbawls-in the assemblies of flames countries 
abroad i raised my gypsy voice and sang mixing 
earth and sky- 
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this country is the graveyard of my genius - 
however fast you walk the distance remains the 
same this land is thirsty for my blood it is snoring 
in the little shades of pigmy trees-i picked my pen 
and dipped it in the sun to write a summer song 
for my nation- 


64 


13oar B e» 


•ioinej oi3~*e> ! 

gS’AbSS S5ooc§ •o-oSi 

e.^s 5 

A co 

£}£5 S5 «£o^=?5o 


The Flags of Sun 


A procession 
of 

flags of sun ! 
in the hands 
lifted to furious 
skies 
a storm 
of revolution — 
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my country 
a. colony of suns— 
we fling 
into valleys 
of hearts 
onto peaks 
of mountains 
burning songs 
we eat sun 
-we drink sun 
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we burn 
in the sun 
day in day out, 
we are 

moving bodies 
of iron 
we are 

metallic men — - 
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our hearts 
we dedicated 
to the colonies 
of sun, 
we squeezed 
the inside 
animal 
in rivers 
of sweat 
flowing 
like the spirit 
of Vedas 
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and dried them 
on strings 
of sun, 
holding 
flags of sun 
joined 

the unending 
journey 

through streets 
towns, villages 
that we pass, 
on lips 

of anaemic flowers 
blossoming 
on helpless trees 
peels of laughter 
stretch 

their naked bodies 
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heaps of grain 
in the fields 
cry 

with million 
voices 

when their parents 

walk away 

with folded hands 

with mere turbans 

of sunshine; 

plough 

piercing 

in the heart 

earth 

raises 

a painful shout 
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look 

if the sky 
flings the suu 
as a challenge 
on man, 
man 

kicks the sun 
like a ball 
back 

into the sky 
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Drops of Stars 

In the shade spread by the tree 
a 

tiny bnsh is standing, 
such a gentle little thing; 
bird perched on the branch 
flower dropped on the bush...... 

the bush looked up, 
i was afraid 
it might walk away 
'with its slate and books 
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bow the small bush 

in the picture before me 

pulsating with flaming colours, 

he is sipping the starry drops 

of my thoughts, 

a butterfly sauntering over it 

disturbs the peace of my eyes; 

in this living scene 

there is no place even for a bird, 

fllaments and pollen 

only board the vehicles 

of flowers, 

even perfumes 

must hold the rods of winds 
and travel 
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in this picture 
every object 
lives 

with individuality; 
removing anyone for another 
evokes a tempest of pains 
in the worlds of my thoughts, 
then the meanings 
of the language 
which my eyes speak 
no one can understand 
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Hunger 


Woke up yawning 
rubbing my eyes, 
hunger 

is burning the world 

around 

i saw the sun 

on the horizon 

like an apple 

on a cupboard 

i climbed 

over myself 

to grab it 

and 

eat it 
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-sunshine is hanging 
from the ceiling 
of the skies 
like strips 
of red flesh 
i am a cruel 
carnivorous being 

bright in front 
of me 
is the ripe 
shinning tomato 
the cannibal 
who eats me 
•every day 
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acd belches 
drinking 

a glass of my sweat 
i shall 

rebuke him with 
sentences 

of sharks and whales 
i shall eat him 
and drink the ocean 
in one gulp 
this red morning 
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t>ark Storm 

Why is it blowing so fierce ? 

this gigantic storm 

sweeping over the country, 

a dark heavy blast 

blowing off 

even the Feeble lamps 

twinkling 

their last light, 

swallowing 

all that it meets 

O what darkness 

what a storm 
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a pity 

the day Is not yet 

bequeathed to the children, 

why do you not 

push forward that burning 

globe of sun 

why do you not 

rend the darkness 

with the torch 

of your will 

O man 

around your neck 
a garland of sweat 
each drops 
a million suns 
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Motherland 

i am the doll made of your earth 

i am the living being 

breathing your air 

i am the garden 

in whose branches 

your words are parrots 

this is the body 

grown on the milk of your fields 

this is the body 

which leaves its life 

like an arrow 

for you 
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but O mother 
in your fields 

grain is crying for workers 
heart is crying for tears 
mother 

when you can give me 
one morsel of food 
when you can tell me 
one true story 
when you give me 
a place in your heart 
and 

one wink of sleep 
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then 

your songs will fly 

in the heavens 

like birds 

your smiles^ 

will blossom 

like flowers on earth 

your flags 

will fly like suns 

in the horizons 

i become 

one drop of tear 

to merge 

into the sea of humanity 
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Rain 


rain 

is knocking at my door 
with a thousand hands 

in the hands 
of the rowdy winds 
branches are wriggling 
in the streets 

from what distances 
this rain has come 
carrying 
what messages 
for me 
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i cannot hear 
across the tumult 
of wars 
of 

armies of frogs 
in the mud 

the rain left 
on the chariots 
of clouds 

with a plough 
on the shoulders 
the sun ascended 
the peaks 
of hills 
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to the clouds 
“that distributed gifts 
• of water 
the whole world 
of created things 
^a'-e paying homage 

the little seed in the earth 
i projected her neck 
and 

•with the first two 
shoots of green leaves 
folded 
<her hands 
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Oceans, your Saris 

you taught me 

the poem, the muse 

your language 

jumps into the valley 

of my heart 

runs over my veins 

like a waterfall 

your words are the bees 

that buzz 

over the paper of 

flowers, 

your sentences 

are streams 

that meander in the forests 
without a comma 
or a full stop; 
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leaves that autumn gathered 
year after year 
are reems of paper 
on which you write 

you give your heart 

for a mere drop of sweat 

and 

fill our hands 

with lots of grain, 

you cover your body with oceans 

and 

our nudity 
with civilisations. 
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you swallow seeds 
and 

spit flowers 
that is why 
that rain drop 
imprisoned 
in the cloud 
frets for a place 
in your heart 
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Full Stop 

KLeep a window before me 
spread a lawn before it 
place a tree over that 
leave a creeper onto it 
drop a butterfly 
over the creeper 
to flutter 
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like a colourful poem 
that is all- 
my life will run 
like a sentence 
and 

meet its full stop 
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Boats 


Man trakes boats 
with dreams, with papers 
with nights, with silences 
with the murmuring sighs 
and 

throws his life 
on the boat 
as sail 

he makes boats 
of many colours 
leaves them to float 
on the waves of darkness 
and 

disappears 
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they move 
carrying 

loads of his sighs 
crossing 
turbulent waves 
reach sometime 
somewhere 
in the future 
where the shores 
of dawn 
tear open 
the horizon— 
though 

•in these shores 
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he mingles his body 

with the earth 

on those shores 

he meets them again 

then 

the sails 

join the winds 

and 

whistle 
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Carves 

ISea is drawing some inarticulate lines 
on the walls of the heart 

in the light 

that flows from the wound 
i am skipping life 

outside 

the sky is dropping stars 
in sorrow 


i lay down 
on the silver towel 
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spread by the moon 

to see 

what secret 

what star 

will whisper 

when 

firefly making dark 

journeys 

in the moonlight 

forgot a bundle 

of sentences 

on the way 
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Only One Star 


i and my pillow 
dream 

many dreams in the night 

i and my pen 

divide them in the day 

even though my feet are in chains 

my dreams wander among the hills 
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moon above leads the cloud 
holding by its linger 


here 

my life stands 
like a still forest 
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drenched in the silent rain 
of moon 

when i sit to sculpture 
my own world out of one dream 
the sea threatens 
raising a thousand hands 

in the depths of the blue skies 

.somewhere 

.one star 
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Storm 

O storm where are you going 
what a peaceful cover 
your face is to you 
you possess one heart 
where do you hide 
so many wounds? 
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In defeat not a sigh 
not a curse 

except cold winds on your road 
except lumps*of blind light 
which street lamps vomit 

in victory no claps 
no rejoicing 
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only the applause 
of wall-posters 
and the reckless laughter 
of solitude 

From your pages 
which you uncovered 
letters flew away like birds 
only meanings remain 
like milestones 
in a desert 
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My Road 


that 

is my road 
which is blessed 
by the footsteps 
of masses 
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that is my road 
which runs through 
the body of my country 
across the villages and towns 
like a burning artery 


that is my road 
which wooed 
the path of pain 
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ifor the happiness 
of the world 

that is my road 
which fights battles 
which tosses life 
like a plaything 
which wins which loses 
’£>ut moves forward 
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that is my road 

where even chains throw 

challenges 

even defeat turns back 
and leaps like a flame 
wherd death resounds 
like an epic 


that is my road 
come, walk with me 
my loved ones ! 
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The Human Sun 


i set in pain 
and rise in happiness 
i am the human sun 
don’t be blown off 
like the leaf 
wounded by the wind 
i know 

your thoughts were 
birds 

chasing one another 
in the garden once 
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now you are 
a broken rainbow 
because 
you hoped 

that Sowers would bloom 
in the dust-bins 

oceans are going dry 
what after all is a tear 

life is a fish 

running in the flowing stream 
of time 

cannot be captured 
in the nets of tears 
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-cannot be booked 
by the rods of dreams 


i set in pain 

.and rise in happiness 

i am the human sun 
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Sentence, a flute 


i am a song 
i weave notes of music 
in the woods 
i am the stream 
that runs like crowds 
of pearls 

i scatter myself 
in the blue 
i am the bird 
which floats on wings 
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the spring is stirring 
in the garden 
the summer is scorching 
in the heart 
i am the wayfarer 
where should i go ? 
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my sentence is a flute 
there is only wind in it 
but no meaning 
but why its voice is sweet 
i am that poor song 
which does not know 
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Another God 

On the body of my country 
tanks of water are red wounds 
rivers 

are dewing blood 
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yielding to the voices 
of flesh 
here 
the sky 

sold away its su n 

for a fistful of stars 
paper promises 
have piled up 
into himalayan hills 
the wasted ink 
makes a sea 


and dreams 
of the nation 
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are going to caves of paper 
to renounce the world 
some 

have jumped into the ink 
^and relinquished life 
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now the country’s iron 
goes to make 
prison bars 
leaving none 
to make railways 

farmer bears the plough 
like Jesus bore the cross 

in the temple of this nation 
the deity has been digested 
now hungry for another god 
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Garden Without a Bird 

the sky calls me 

through the spaces of trees 

over the rooftops of houses 

climbing over the peaks of hills 

and protruding 

through crowds of clouds 

the sky calls 

pointing a finger of solitary star 
shows how many flowers 
fell to the ground 
in the wars of seasons 
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^asks me to leave the garden 
-where there is no bird 

it says 

*i shall give you a moon 
*o dissolve 
nn your soul 
-come 

*be sky calls — 
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Mid Summer 

a tree raised her voice 
and called me — 
spread her cool shade 
like a mat of flowers 
and 

welcomed me 

a bird 
in the blue 
changed into a dot; 
in the hut 

of an oppressed man 
rolled 

a drop of tear 
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sweat raised it hands 

and 

prayed 

to the summer 

wished 

that sky 

should become pregnant 
with a rainbow 

drinking the sun 
in the garden 
grapes grow robust; 
at the touch of the teeth 
juice bursts forth 
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love 

bought wounds 
paid with the coin 
of heart, 
in the end 

to become a solitary 
wayfarer in the fair 
of life 

in the storms of stars 
that blow in the nights 
dreams jump and dance 
like boys and girls: 

boats sail in the streams 
-of mid summer darkness 
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Plough 

You maybe a mere piece of wood 
but you are the one symbol of labour 
that raised its head in the ancient years 
of the eartn 

plough maybe your name 
but you are that burning letter 
which fell on the earth 
from the skie 

abandoning the language of stars 
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your touch roused 
the perfumes of dreams 
sleeping in the earth 
and dispersed them 
all over 

in the empty space 
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before your might 
knelt 

the woods, the hills 

the rivers 

and the savanahs 

drinking your sperm 
earth yielded in ecstatic joy 
large gifts of fruits 
hearths, homes' and poems 
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today in the final page 
of history 

you have drawn the burning line 
across the mankind 
•defining workers and idlers 

held out the promise o f a new sun 
to the working classes of the world 
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